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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

and whether considered for its splendid development of vers 
libre, its criticism or its philosophical and political opinions, 
it is such an expression of present-day Italy as no student 
can afford to neglect. Walter Pack 

CORRESPONDENCE 

Dear Poetry: Here are a few of my sensations — 

ON READING THE BRAITHWAITE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916 

All the poets have been stripping, 
Quaintly into moonbeams slipping, 
Running out like wild Bacchantes 
Minus lingerie and panties. 
Never heard of such a frantic 
Belvederean, Corybantic, 
Highty-tighty, Aphrodite, 
Stepping out without a nightie. 

Edward started with his tragic 

Pan-Hellenic pantless Magic 

(Page 14) ; and quite as bare 

Mrs. Jean Starr .... 

In a mood as unsartorial 

Leaves her Clothes as a memorial; 

Like Carlyle at Craigenputtock 

Dancing out to show her courage 

(At 34 one has to sneeze, 

For where, oh, where is her chemise? 

And then, leaping like a roe-buck, 

Comes athletic Victor Starbuck, 

In among the water-lilies 

Dipping like a young Achilles. 

Then across the woods he scrambles — 

Woods are never full of brambles — 

And in raiment of Apollo 
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Sits all night in a damp hollow; 

Like another drenched Ulysses 

Scaring the Phaeacian misses, 

Till progressive Nausicaa 

Led him home to her deah fathah — 

All the frogs were frightened green 

(You'll find it all on 114). 

What with running and with racing, 
All the moonbeams worth the chasing- 
Some of silver and some not — 
What a night had Mora Scott! 
Out of stars to leave behind 
Ugolino on the wind, 
Finding, spite of hell's alarms, 
Firm lips, and Paolo's arms. 

She and young James ought to run 
(Out 0' the Stars, page 31) 
Sweet and naked in the sun; 
Ruddy-cheeked and laughing-hearted 
Till the last wild faun is started 
And the white nymphs flee to cover 
From their shaggy, laughing lover, 
In that Red Month when the musky 
Heavy grapes are amber-dusky, 
Shot with ruby through and through — 
(Oppenheim on 22). 

These are only half the glories 
Of these white Terpsichores 
Who have fled their clothes to antic 
Tunefully and so Bacchantic. 
Even staid New England aunties 
Go to call without their mantles, 
And the price of stays and laces 
Has gone down, they say, at Macy's. 
Reckless earth-born Odell Shepard 
Goes without his daily leopard 
On page 30 — (it's not bad, 
But certainly Odell is unclad). 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I've a niece named Elinore, 
Just a baby, barely four; 
And her parents, feeling pally, 
Took her to the Russian ballet, 
Where in baby mood, ecstatic 
She approved them, acrobatic, 
From he Midi d'un Faune 
To that white and wondrous Swan, 
Cleopatra's eyes of jade 
To that mad Scheherazade. 

Then one morning my good sister 
Pausing at her housework, missed her; 
Elinore of yellow hair 
Did not answer anywhere. 
Down before the house she found her, 
With admiring babies round her, 
Clad in one small shoe and stocking 
On her tiny bare toes rocking, 
Pirouetting so sedately, 
Chubby, funny, staid, and stately, 
Gravely tripping the fandango 
Or some Lilliputian tango- 
All her baby body given 
A white daisy unto Heaven. 
When her mother stooped to fold her 
In her arms, she could not scold her 
(Though by this time all the neighbors 
Had resigned their morning labors). 

For my sister knew the answer 

For this naked little dancer 

Who had shocked the postman slightly 

Pacing up the street so tritely, 

Leaving letters at the door 

Of the sprightly Elinore: 

Had he known Braithwaite's Anthology 

He had needed no apology; 

All the constellations show it — 

Elinore will be a poet! 

Willard Wattles 
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